m                  A  CLASTONBURY ROMANCE
Hell with her cooking! I'm as good a cook as she is; and a better,
loo. Sam would like her to remain my servant and to become his
light o' love. Nell wants to run off with Sam and leave every-
thing. Only when I lell her to stop talking about it and do it, she
says Sam hasn't the guts to leave his dad. And then when I
laugh at her and tell her to try him and see, she just cries and
cries at the thought of how her poor old Will is to get on, all
alone, without anyone to get him his meals,"
He paused and looked round to make sure that his wife had
not slipped away and retreated into the house. No; Nell Zoyland
was standing exactly where she had been when he began to speak,
her hands pressed against the back of an emply chair. It was then
that Will Zoyland's eye, as he looked round, caught sight of a
kestrel-hawk hovering in the air above some pollarded willows.
He clapped his great hand on his mouth with an inarticulate
shishing sound.
"Shish! Shish!" he murmured, glancing at the two Dekkers
and then at Nell. He rose to his feet, turned his back upon them
all, and stepping lightly on tip-toe, like a gamekeeper in pursuit
of a poacher, hurried to the side wall of his house.
Following his motions with his eyes, the elder Dekker remem-
bered now, what everybody in Glastonbury knew, namely that
Mr. Zoyland was the bastard son of the Marquis of P., the great
Somersetshire landowner. He saw the fellow seize upon his gun,
where it lay propped against the wall, and glance quickly up-
ward. Like the dedicated naturalist that he was, Mat Dekker haled
to see any bird shot; and even though he had been told that in
that low-lying ground, kestrels had grown to be a nuisance, he
still would have protested violently.
Without a second's hesitation he lifted up his voice from where
he sat and uttered a resounding, "Hoy! a-hoy! hawk-a-hoy!"
The report of the gun followed almost immediately; but,
startled by his guest's shout, the bearded bastard of Lord P.
. missed his bird.
Nell fully expected the roar of a Polyphemus to follow this
mischance and a terrible, "Damn your soul, Sir! What do you
mean by that?" But neither Mr. Zoyland's voice nor any look in
his eyes betrayed a flicker of such emotion.